" Jerald's a swell guy," said Larry. " He can play good football HI
" And Sue's a good cook," said David proudly. " And fun, too."
" Who wants to send the telegram? " James asked, pouring cream
into his coffee and watching Mary with some surprise that she was
taking it so mildly.   For one thing, her best helper was lost to her.
But then, Mary had acquired a certain fatalism about the children.
They would go the headstrong Livingston way, in spite of everything.
"And all my fault," James decided good-humouredly, for he knew
that in time this, too, would be laid at his door.
" Everybody," replied Gabrielle.   " Wait.   I'll get pencil and paper.
We'll make it collective."
" Why not collect? " asked Larry.
When Jerald and Sue arrived at their hotel in New York, they
found this message awaiting them :
" Our blessings on you, children.   We love you both.
THE LIVINGSTONS."
The Hales flew home in time for Jerald to resume his French classes
at West River College. They occupied the guest-room at the Livingston
home until they found a small house of their own near the campus.
A grey shingled house with blue shutters and a blue door. Sue
furnished it conventionally in maple and bright chintzes.
Although the family missed her, they were wholly pleased about
her marriage. She was young, to be sure; but she was happy ana
well cared for. Her house was a song of praise to her housewifely
art. She entered blithely into the duties of a hostess and entertained
with such adroitness and spontaneity that Professor Hale's home be-
came a favourite meeting-place for both faculty members and students.
Julia's chagrin over Jerald's capitulation to Sue's charms faded to
indifference. Unless someone provoked her into remembrance, she
accepted their marriage without rancour. This saved much emb^rrass-
ment, for Sue and Jerald came often to the old brown house on* Tenth
Street.
" Much as I love Jerald," Sue confided to Gabrielle, " I miss this
house and all of you."
Gabrielle slipped an arm around Sue's plump waist. " It's the
house, Sue. It's so full of living."
By November of the same year it was to have another chapter added
to its history. Julia laid her school plans before her father and asked
his permission to use the living-room as a class-room for as many after-
noons a week as she would need it.
146